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The Northern

For the Third Time

The Northern
wishes you

Merry Christmas
and a

New Year
May you find your stocking bulging
full with just the things you want!

No man knocks much about the thickness of the dishes, if the grub is good.

The Northern

A PUBLISHER’S VACATION
By James Kerney

This yarn has to do with a bunch
of publishers, mostly in the autumn
of early middle life, who, a bit soft
and flabby, went into the wilderness
of northern Maine last August and
emerged a couple of weeks later a
harder and fatter tribe. There were
saintly folks, and some not so saintly,
but on one point there was remarkable
unanimity—in the matter of strenu
ous loafing each had a high batting
average.
“They’re just like so many tenderfeet who come to the woods; their
most violent activity is snoring,” said
Reed McAftee, seventy-year-old guide,
who paddled the canoe containing the
heftiest volume of awkward human
bulk, together with a mass of dun
nage,. which, in English means bag
gage, food and other camp supplies.
As near as I can make out, most of
these trips to the northern woods are
on the de luxe plan: the real vaga
bonding is reserved for the guide
books and the magazine articles.
Our days were spent largely in the
million acres of forest land owned or
leased by the Great Northern Paper
Company, whose guests we were. M.
S. Hill and Oscar S. Smith, of the
Spruce Wood Division of the com
pany, with a corps of experienced
guides, saw to it that the going was
easy for the publishers. We made
the pilgrimage to get a close-up of
the process of newsprint production
from the growing of the saplings to
the loading of the finished rolls of
paper on the cars at the wonderful
plant at Millinocket—the largest
newsprint mill in the world. And the
trip was not only fraught with illum
inating information but with many
delightful incidents that will provide
happy memories in the years to come.
To begin at the beginning, Edward
H. Butler, of the Buffalo News, C. F.
Kelly of the Birmingham News,
Richard M. H. Wharton of the Harris
burg Patriot-News, Joseph Cummings
of the Montgomery Advertiser, Col.
David Flynn, President of the First
National Bank of Princeton, and the
writer motored from New York up to
Hartford, Conn., where we were
joined by A. H. Marchant of the Bos
ton Post and Charles C. Kahlert of
the Louisville Post and we all became
guests of the Hartford Times. A jolly
banquet at the Hartford Club sent the
publishers off to a good start. James
M. Linton of the Hartford Times, ac
companied the party next day and at
Springfield, Sherman Bowles, publish
er of the Republican and News of that
city and Carroll Shaffer of the
Chicago Post, came aboard. By motor
we went on to South Woodstock, Ver

mont, to the farm of Owen Moon, of
the Trenton Times, where we were
joined by A. C. Reeves of the Trenton
Times, and spent the better part of a
week as house guests, golfing and
touring through the Green Mountain
Hills.
It fell to our lot to be at the quaint
little town of Plymouth Notch, Ver
mont, on the night that the tragic
news of the death of Warren G. Hard
ing reached the primitive boyhood
home of Calvin Coolidge. And during
that night we had the unusual
privilege of observing the almost un
canny calm of the present ruler of
America, as well as the genuine
simplicity of his very charming wife.
As all the world knows, Mr. and Mrs.
Coolidge were spending their vacation,
as usual, at the village home of
Colonel John C. Coolidge, father of
the President, when the sad ending
came to President Harding. We were
just about to retire, at the Moon
farm, when a telephone message from
the Springfield Republican gave us
the shocking news, and we broke all
speed regulations in racing through
the darkness to Plymouth, twenty
miles away. Considerable of what has
since appeared in print about that
historic night reads like romance. As
Antole France so aptly put it, most
history is fiction anyhow. But no
matter what is written of the swear
ing in of the new President, the amaz
ing simplicity of the setting cannot be
exaggerated. A dingy kerosene lamp,
barren of shade or ornamentation of
any kind, lighted the plainly fur
nished room where the oath was ad
ministered at 2:47 o’clock. In the ad
joining room, which serves as kitchen
and dining-room, all was in readiness
for breakfast. On the rear of the
stove a kettle of potatoes, peeled for
cooking; on the table the homely
dishes.
The Coolidges were not prepared
for the event and they made no pre
tenses. Of course, all was excitement.
Mrs. Coolidge, the new mistress of the
White House, seemed least perturbed.
She was gracious and hospitable,
ready to frankly answer such ques
tions as she could.
President Coolidge was anxious to
have his father as notary public ad
minister the oath of office, but there
was uncertainty as to whether the
ruler of 110 millions of people could
be sworn in by other than a federal
judge. The President finally wrote a
telegram, addressed to his secretary,
Edward T. Clark, who served for a
dozen years as secretary to Senator
Lodge, and who was in Washington.
“Get at once and wire to me at

Once an automobile owner, always an automobile owner.
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Woodstock the form of oath of office,”
read the Coolidge message to Clark,
and it concluded with the request,
“find out if it can be administered to
me by my father who is a notary
public.”
Then came the problem of getting
speedy action on the telegram. There
is no telegraph office in Plymouth, and
so complete was the Coolidge isola
tion, that the house contained no tele
phone.
We tendered our services and cars
to the President, and he asked that
we take to Woodstock the telegram to
his secretary in Washington, as well
as his messages of condolence to
President Harding’s father and Secre
tary Christian in San Francisco to
be dispatched from that point, and
that as soon as the answer came from
his secretary we should return with
it. At Woodstock the telegraph offices
were closed, and Mr. Bowles tele
phoned the condolence messages to his
office at Springfield, to be sent on
from there.
We put in a telephone call for the
White House at 2:31 and found the
always well-informed Rudolph For
ster, executive clerk, at his post. He
put our telephone call through the
White House exchange, to Mr. Clark,
who was in touch with Secretary of
State Hughes. It was the latter who
declared that President Coolidge’s
father could officiate if his commission
as notary authorized him to admin
ister oaths in Plymouth. Then every
thing began to speed up. Discovery
was made that there were telephone
wires running close to the Coolidge
home, and an automobile was sent
post haste to tap the line and install
a telephone.
Contact was soon established with
Washington over this line and the
President talked directly with Secre
tary Hughes. The oath was read
over the telephone from Washington
to Mr. Coolidge’s assistant secretary,
E. C. Grissler; a hasty transcript was
typed off, and the new President
sworn in by his venerable father.
When the publishers made the sec
ond trip back to Plymouth, a spare
figure, with a Panama hat tilted back
on his head, was endeavoring to give
a New York newspaper some facts
over the new telephone that had been
fastened to the kitchen wall. It was
none other than the President of the
United States.
“I was sworn in at 2:47,” he de
clared to the publishers, and, draw
ing a small sheet of paper from an
inside pocket, he announced, “here is
a list of the witnesses,” Then he read
off the names, which included Joseph
M. McInerney, the Coolidge chauffeur.
Asked if there was any particular
history attached to the Bible that had
been used, the President quietly
walked into the adjoining room, and,
picking up a small volume, replied,
“No, it was this Bible that happened
to be on the table.” Alongside the
Bible was a very old album filled
chiefly with faded tin-types. The
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Bible contains no family records of
any kind. It is an inexpensive little
volume, much used by the step-mother
of the President.
After a couple of days, climbing
Mount Mansfield and visiting about
Vermont, we started for the Maine
woods, Tuesday, August 7th, leaving
the Moon farm shortly before noon
and motoring the upwards of three
hundred miles to Greenville, with
brief stops for meals. It required an
all night of riding, with Cummings,
Reeves, Shaffer and Wharton alter
nating at the wheels. We reached
Greenville at four o’clock in the morn
ing, got breakfast and a few winks
of sleep and made the boat that was
to take us across Moosehead Lake—
that marvel of Maine. Anyone who
gets his first glimpse of this inland
waterway, forty miles long and
twenty miles wide, with towering
mountains surrounding it, has a rare
treat. At Pittston Farm, on the
Great Northern reservation, we found
comfortable quarters and radiated
from there for the next three days.
Heroic fishermen like Marchant,
Flynn and Bowles, made for the
secret streams where an abundance of
fish is always to be found—according
to the guide books—but they were
strangely silent about their luck. Side
trips to Canada Falls and other points
in the rivers enabled the publishers
to set countless spruce logs adrift and
on their way down to the mill, or the
next jam.
Kelly and Marchant
finally became so adept in this that
they were more than once mistaken
for lumberjacks.
We found out many things while
drifting about the woods and streams.
One thing we discovered was that
much of the alarming talk about the
approaching depletion of the forests,
appearing in magazines and else
where, is hysteria or propaganda.
Forests have suffered greatly in
America, but where they have been
prudently cut there seems to be little
danger of exhausing the supply. As
an illustration, there are nineteen
millions of acres of woodlands in
Maine, and each year greater care is
being exercised in conserving. Maine
through a system of State protection,
is particularly successful in warding
off destruction by forest fires.
But this is not meant to be
a technical description of the spruce
wood processes. It is rather the
sketchy reminiscences of a very
pleasant vacation. Right here it
might not be amiss to relate that the
entire province of Quebec is not
wringing wet. That is, in the sense
that most of these United States are
wet since the advent of Mr. Volstead.
Finding ourselves, late one afternoon,
at “Forty Mile” and being informed
that we were but eight miles from
the border line of upper Quebec, we
rather hurriedly decided that a little
flyer into Canada might add to the
gayety of living. We were assured
that an old portage roadway through
the woods was being rapidly made
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into a boulevard by some of the
French lumbermen and that, while
automobiles had not yet begun to
flock that way, we might pass in
safety. And we were further told
that a short distance beyond the
border line we would find the little
French village of Saint Zachary,
where we would get food done a la
Cafe de Paris, with wine in abun
dance.
The ride over the woods road was
full of excitement. Flitting out of
the virgin forest were deer and
partridge in plenty. But such a
boulevard! It was rougher than the
language of General Dawes of “hell
and Maria” fame. We eventually got
through and found ourselves in the
beautiful peasant lands, with their
stately crosses and rather flashy
shrines studding the roadside. The
houses were exceedingly plain and all
about was an old world touch. The
only thing missing from the countrys
ide of old France was the everpresent manure heaps that adorn the
front yards over there. The roads
were good and we speeded on to Saint
Zachary only to find that that village
boasted a very inadequate inn, which
had been bone dry for many years.
But the inn keeper was full of optim
ism and quite certain that at Saint
Chrome, ten or fifteen miles further
along, we would be served most sat
isfactorily. On we rushed to find that
Saint Chrome, too, was suffering a
most deadly drought, but if we would
take ourselves along to Saint George
all would be well. And one saint more
or less meaning nothing in our young
lives, we journeyed onward reaching
Saint George as the quaint chimes in
the steeple of the hillside church were
bidding the folks to evening prayers.
Saint George boasted a good inn
and we made for the dining room
without taking the precaution to go
into details as to the wine card. Any
how weren’t we in Quebec, the land
from which flows the main supply of
those respectable professional gentle
men known as bootleggers? But, sad
to relate, Saint George had been a
prohibition town for nine years; all
but seventy of its 3500 population,
we were told, were Catholics and the
priests had urged the people to vote
dry. We had a delightful meal,
served by a typical French girl who
spoke no word of English, and despite
a rather well-organized movement to
make for the moist city of Quebec,
less than two hours away, the party
returned through dark of night over
the old portage road. Reeves and
Kelly, two ardent white ribboners, had
their way on that occasion, and
thenceforth they took great delight in
recalling the fact: “We kept them out
of Quebec.”
On the return trip the lights of
the automobile sent deer and rabbits
scurrying across the roadway and, at
times, in mad rushes for miles in
front of the machine. Next day, Sat
urday, August 11, we motored to
Seboomook and took the boat for

Northeast Carry, where we remained
over night at the comfortable sport
ing camps operated by Mrs. Snow. It
was at Northeast Carry that we
actually began to rough it in earnest,
and to discover just how inappropri
ately we were equipped in the matter
of clothing.
Like most innocents who go into the
wide open country, we just naturally
brought too much baggage. Dealers
in sports goods are not averse to
selling plenty of equipment, and we
had, besides, many things that are
apt to become a habit with you at
home. Take, for example, the matter
of pajamas; there’s something you
need in the woods about as much as
Adam needed a radio set on the open
ing day of the World Series. Yet
everybody had them in varied abun
dance—duffel bags of ’em. And we
rather added to the load at Northeast
Carry by buying the things that were
of use. Marchant and Reeves acquired
a couple of plaid woolen shirts that
gave them the reserved appearance of
Ringling’s Circus.
Everybody got
something, including a couple of bangup meals, at Northeast Carry.
But, take a tip from father, for
real comfort and convenience, a com
plete traveling outfit in the woods
should consist of a suit of heavy
underwear—union preferred—a stout
flannel shirt, heavy sweater, duckcloth coat and trousers, felt hat and
strong pair of high shoes. All right
on the back, in active service, day and
night! If you must be dressy, take
along an extra shirt and stockings,
tooth brush, handkerchief, safety
razor, comb and cockscrew; but they
are excess stuff. The first week is apt
to be the itchiest anyhow; after that
you don’t mind how long you stay in
’em. There’s always plenty of river
water and some Beau Brummel in the
party is certain. to have a cake of
soap! Of course, a rubber shirt or
poncho comes in handy for the always
pleasant but steadily increasing rains.
Sunday morning, bright and early,
we made the carry of two and a half
miles through the woods from Moosehead Lake to the West Branch of the
Penobscot, where we began our eighty
mile canoe trip. We embarked from
the dock of Happy Nice, a real child
of the woods, who keeps a supply
store, as well as canoes for hire at
the top of the carry. We had hardly
gotten under way in the canoes when
a refreshing rain poured down upon
us; but the ride was full of joy just
the same. Towering up from either
shore were the great woods and the
West Branch is pronounced as the
most beautiful trip in all the wilder
ness. There were giant hemlocks,
hemmed in by cedar and spruce and
others of the evergreens, while along
the ridges were groups of hardwood
trees, all making for exquisite pic
tures.
At the half way house we halted
for dinner and to dry out some of our
wet clothes, and late in the afternoon
we reached Chesuncook village, the

Fancy loafing is a high art.
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guides having brought the canoes
safely through great booms of spruce
logs that floated for miles in front
of us. We spent the night at Chesuncook and attended service at the little
community church where the handful
of natives, without regard to sect,
gather each week and worship. It
was a mighty impressive little pro
gram, the singing of a few simple
hymns and the reading of scripture.
Wharton, besides being a very suc
cessful newspaper publisher, is trea
surer of the Protestant Episcopal
Diocese of Harrisburg. And he looks
the part. He was urged to make a
talk, and he told the story of our ex
perience at the Coolidge home on the
historic inaugural night, weaving it
into a wholesome lesson of sound
Americanism. Marchant, inspired to
added reverence by the glorious out
doors and not willing to have Whar
ton corner the theological market, pro
ceeded to gather five dollars from
each publisher which he said he would
turn over to “Uncle Anse,” the main
stay of the little church. He probably
did. “Uncle Anse” by the way is a
trifle past seventy years of age, and
sleeps each night on the floor of the
little village hotel with his coat rolled
up as a pillow. He owns the hotel
and sleeping on the bare floor is his
idea of mortifying the flesh.
Monday took us to the giant Ripogenus Dam, second only in size to
the Roosevelt Dam. Here we saw the
sluicing of a boom of logs through the
dam, and spent the day in comfort.
George McGuire, the energetic super
intendent of the dam, was proud of
the fact that already this season he
had sent 250,000 cords of spruce logs
through the dam and was confident
that another 100,000 would find their
way through before ice came. He
was full of useful information about
the woods, and knew a lot of other
things as well. He had served in
France, during the war, and had been
in charge of constructing dug-outs
and trenches up at the front where
he was gassed. McGuire and his
splendid wife made several of us com
fortable in their home for the night;
others were equally well cared for by
Mr. and Mrs. Arthur Simmons, who
occupy the only other house at the
dam. Simmons is the engineer in
charge of operating the big gates that
store the waters at Ripogenus.
Albert Sandusky of the Boston Post
joined the party at Ripogenus and we
began Tuesday the usual carry—this
time around Ripogenus Gorge, put
ting the canoes in at Big Eddy. It
was a day of delightful thrills that
even the frequent carries did not mar.
We got repeated glimpses of Mount
Katahdin, and at one point three bald
eagles soared out just ahead of us,
gracefully gliding about the mountain
top. We went ashore for dinner at
the head of the Horse Race, a series
of swift pitches about two and a half
miles in length, which we subsequent
ly ran in the canoes. Then for sev
eral miles we glided through the

Sourdnahunk Deadwater and to Abol
Falls, where we camped Tuesday
night. It was bath-time for some of
the party and, while the tent was
being pitched and the fir boughs for
the beds cut, swimming, shaving and
other mild forms of exercise were on
the program. But the big decision of
the trip was to be made that night—
the last that we were to spend in the
open.
From the beginning there had been
a keen rivalry, first among individuals,
then among states, as to just who led
in snoring ability. The party boasted
some super-snorers—in fact there was
not a silent night among the publish
ers. But, for the finish, a contest had
been arranged between Hill, repre
senting the best that Maine had to
offer and Reeves as champion of New
Jersey, with the writer a runner-up
to both contenders. Sleeping en masse
does not provide the best method of
bringing out all the finer points of
the snoring art; but it was agreed
that Hill and Reeves should go to it
at catch weights and abide by the de
cision of the guides. Everything was
going big—and loud—along about
midnight when an extra heavy down
fall of rain began to force its way
through the canvass.
First to roll over and disturb the
peaceful slumbers was Wharton, who
had been dubbed “The Bishop” be
cause of his superior knowledge of
things ecclesiastical. There he sat,
grimly holding a bug-light while the
rain trickled through on his kindly
face and head.
“Man that is born of a woman is
of few days and full of trouble,” he
gently murmured.
“Cut it out and let ’em snore,”
grunted Marchant, who was comfort
ably clad in a double thickness of
clothing topped off with a poncho.
“Deep calleth unto deep at the
noise of Thy waterspouts; all Thy
waves and Thy waterspouts have gone
over me,” chanted Wharton.
“Give him the air,” drowsily
muttered Kelly, occupying a well
sheltered corner of the tent.
“I am weary with my groaning,”
continued the Scriptural Wharton.
“That makes it unanimous,” re
torted the irreverant Sandusky.
“The gin shall take him by the
heels and the robber shall prevail
against him,” quothe Wharton.
“Add a little vermouth and orange
juice to that gin and watch the editor
of the Times wake up,” grumbled
Flynn.
By which time the guides had come
forth from under the upturned canoes
and discovered that in the haste of
pitching the tent they had failed to
slip the fly over the one-man top.
While the heavens continued the
downpour the guides made fast the
fly and the sleeping publishers re
sumed snoring hostilities. The con
test ended in a draw, although Mulli
gan, one of the Spanish guides,
strongly favored giving the decision

If a man knows where he’s going, you can tell it by his walk.

to Marchant for hitting on all
cylinders.
Wednesday, the final day in the
canoes, was marked by the frequency
of the carries. We stopped for dinner
at Passamagomoc and we hit the
lower lakes in the afternoon, after
encountering numerous booms of logs.
Joe Turcote and his crew greatly
facilitated us in making our way
through the booms and at the boom
house we were met by Alfred Fowler
with two boats, which carried us
across the lakes to Norcross. There
we found ourselves too late for the
evening train to Millinocket, but the
resourceful Hill secured a track labor
ers’ hand car, on which the baggage
and publishers were loaded, and a
wild ride of several miles ensued. At
the lower end of the North Twin Dam
road we were met by Crawford’s
Speed Wagon and carried into Milli
nocket, where we found a delightful
hotel with the best of food and beds,
and a most courteous welcome.
From beginning to end, the trip was
a joy, and next morning we spent
several interesting hours in touring
the Great Northern’s wonderful plant,
which turns out 560 tons of newsprint
a day.
“We call Millinocket the wonder
city because it has grown so fast,”
proudly declared one of the bright
youngsters of Arthur Simmons when
we were at Ripogenus Dam. And
well they might. Twenty-seven years
ago, moose and other big game roamed
the forests that are now Millinocket,
with its splendid schools and other
public buildings and with its 4,500
population.

ROCKWOOD
Mr. Fairbanks and family have
moved from Rockwood to Bangor.
Miss Alice Guptial, long employed
at the boarding house, has left. Mrs.
E. F. Thomas is taking her place.

Mr. Starky has left the harness
shop, his place being taken by Mr.
Littlewood.
Mrs. Bussell from Costigan is visit
ing her parents, Mr. and Mrs. A. L.
Mishio.
Mrs. H. M. Chapman has returned
to Rockwood, after a vacation in
Portland with her daughter.

CARTER AND CIMBOLLEK
Mr. Ernest Carter of Portland and
Prof. Max Cimbollek of Waterville
gave a week’s series of entertain
ments in October. Mr. Carter is an
artist of the first water in the art of
legerdemain and Prof. Cimbellek is
one of Maine’s most skilled violinists.
This series was highly entertaining.
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CHRISTMAS AT THE SHACK
The Shack was occupied again! A
thin line of smoke was to be seen
spiraling from the broken old chimney
against the blue-gray of the winter
sky, showing that someone was trying
to keep warm within the drafty walls
of the decaying house.
A few farmers who had ventured
into the piercing cold of the December
afternoon talked it over as they
Warmed themselves by the big stove
in the store at “The Corner.” One
or two who had come past the Shack
on their way in reported the oc
cupancy to the others, to whom the
fact was already known. One bit of
news, however, they had. They said
a small lad, too thinly clad for such
a day, was breaking up some frag
ments of an old fence that had by
some chance escaped the former ten
ants, presumably to feed the fire with
in the house. A new arrival among
the group at the stove joined the con
versation with the story that he had
seen another lad, a child of seven or
eight years, without cap, coat or
mittens run down across the field and
gather up an armful of the broken
sticks and hurry back to the house.
The little fellow had long yellow hair,
curls it looked like. As the team was
passing the house several small faces
looked eagerly through the few panes
of glass left in the windows. Three
or four he couldn’t recollect just how
many.
Who the new tenants of the Shack
were none of these men asked or
seemed to care. It seemed not to
matter where they came from. When
and how they arrived seemed to be
the question that must be investigated
and settled. That they must move on
was a foregone conclusion that was
not necessary to express in that com
pany. Nobody would be allowed to
live in the Shack. Only the man who
had seen the lad with the flying curls
remained silent, taking no part in the
conversation, now.
The Shack had a history. The
people who occupied it from time to
time had given the folks at The
Corner no little trouble first and last.
The antipathy of these righteous,
quiet living folks to the quarreling
intemperate, wholly questionable peo
ple who took up their residence there
had grown to the point where they
ordered them out. It was not always
the same group that returned to the
place, but they all belonged to the
same numerous family. The house was
built by a luckless man who had
married by some unfortunate choice,
a woman with relatives. The poor
fellow had the gift of surrounding
himself with the maimed, the halt and
the blind—and the lazy. The end was
inevitable. He was crowded out. The
relatives remained to subsist as best

they could, until the higher moral
sense of the neighbors brought about
a process of law against some of them.
As they said, nothing was proved;
but Old Bill, the sheriff’s deputy took
it upon himself to go down and order
them all out, with a twenty-four hour
notice. Some of the husky fellows
stood up to the old man and talked
loudly about their rights, but at the
end of the notice they were gone, just
the same. Bill knew things, and they
knew that he knew. They came back
again in time, that is, some of them
did. The old ways were strong upon
them, and in time Bill went down the
hill again with his warning. In the
morning they were all gone. So it
went on, finally Bill would button up
his coat and start down the hill,
muttering over to himself the words
of his warning, as soon as he heard
that any of the old crowd had re
turned. For a long time, however the
old house had stood there empty, fast
falling into decay. The folks at the
Corner had come to feel that there
would never be any more trouble from
folks at the Shack, as it had come to
be called. Now it was occupied again!
The fact that it was bitter cold made
no difference to Bill. He would have
said, if reasoned with about the
matter, they came in the cold, didn’t
they. Let them go in the cold.
The sheriff’s deputy left the group
about the fire and buttoned up his
old sheepskin lined coat and went out
into the cold of the late afternoon.
He knew his duty and could do it.
Eager little faces watched his ap
proach to the house. Bill paid scant
attention to them, the crowd at the
Shack always had children, a lot of
them. In answer to his demanding
knock a slight, pale faced woman
opened the rickety door. The words
of his oft muttered warning died on
his lips as the woman, not bristling
with hostility as he had expected, ex
tended her hand in hearty good will,
saying, “How do you do, Mr. Jones,
come right in.”
The idea of crossing the threshold
of that house had never entered the
mind of the old man. He would have
thought of such an act as some com
promising of himself, a sort of identi
fying himself with the Shack crowd.
But he was inside that house before
he knew it, sitting on the edge of the
broken chair that had been rubbed
with the woman’s apron and offered
to him.
“How do you know my name?” he
was asking of the woman who had
drawn him, holding his hand, across
the step.
“Well, I used to live here when I
was a little girl, my father built this
house. I remember you because you
were the truant officer when I went

to school. I was awfully afraid of
you.”
“How did you come to come back
here to this place?” demanded the
sheriff’s deputy, looking around the
room at the mere scraps of household
furniture. The purpose of his visit
was returning to him.
The little woman, all animation a
moment ago, seemed to shrink in size
and the shadow of trouble darkened
over her. “You see,” she explained,
“my husband died about two months
ago. It took everything we had, it
was a long sickness, “old fashioned
consumption,” she added tragically.
“We had no other place to go, the
children and I. My father gave me
this house when he died. I didn’t
think then that I’d ever need it.”
Before Bill could think of anything
to say, she pulled herself together
and went on. “I was so glad to see
you coming to the house. Do you
suppose that I can find some work to
do here that will get us through the
winter?”
Bill’s attention was drawn from the
woman and her question by a small
presence at his knee. A beautiful
thing with the clearest blue eyes and
golden curls rioting about face and
neck was demanding, “Do you suppose
that Santa Claus will find us here?”
Mama says that she is afraid that he
will not find us this year, we have
moved so far. Don’t you think that
he knows about this house?”
Bill was taken completely off his
guard. He knew little enough about
that old saint of childhood faith, but
the little that he did know was far
from bearing any association with
the Shack crowd. For the first time
in his life, perhaps, his impulsive
straightforwardness of speech was
checked. He could not speak his
thought to that little face turned so
insistently up to his. Children held
small part in his life. One had come
to his home long years ago, but had
gone again almost before he had be
come accustomed to its presence. None
ever visited the forbidding interior of
that place that he and his silent wife
called home. On the street they edged
away from him as he passed and
watched him out of sight. He did not
know that they feared him, he did not
notice them except to scold them for
being in the way or for their mischief.
He did not understand them, he did
not know them! Now he had no
answer for this one. He moved un
easily in his chair, turning his old
fur cap round and round in his hands.
The mother gathered the little tot into
her arms. Her eyes were filled with
tears.
“We always tried to make some
thing of Christmas for the children,”
she explained, “but we—we’re so poor

Every man tries to give himself a square deal.
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this year—it will be such a disappoint
ment to them, poor kiddies!”
Bill stood up, backed toward the
door, opened it and backed out. The
purpose of his visit was forgotten. He
was the sheriff’s deputy in the pres
ence of law breakers. He knew what
to say to them, he could show ’um,
as he often said; but here was some
thing new, something that he did not
understand. A little child’s demand
for information about Santa Claus, a
mother’s tears of mortification at her
inability to make something of Christ
mas for her children had made him
forget his purpose in coming to this
house. As he tramped back up the
hill toward his home he muttered to
himself, “Let them stay there for a
while, they will do no harm.”
The old man smoked his pipe by the
kitchen stove while his wife silently
washed the dishes and cleared up the
supper things. He was watching her
at her work. Suddenly he spoke.
“Don’t you need some one to help you
a little at times about the house?”
The old lady turned slowly around
and looked at him. It did not occur
to her to answer his question, for the
moment. She was studying her hus
band. The question coming from
him, without warning, filled her with
a strange fear for him. What had
come over him. His sanity gave her
a moment of concern. “What do you
mean, help about the house?” she
questioned, still staring at him.
Bill removed his pipe and told of
his visit to the Shack. In the midst
of the recital she settled into a nearby
chair as if some shock had visited her
and left her unable to stand. When it
was finished, they remained as they
were silently regarding each other for
a long time.
The next afternoon, mail time
brought the usual crowd about Ben
Johnson’s stove in the store. Nothing
was said about the crowd at the
Shack. Suddenly a gust of cold air
turned all eyes to the door in time to
see a small boy struggling to close
the big door behind him. It was the
wood cutter of the Shack. He bought
a few simple articles of food kind, pro
ducing the money to pay from a much
worn red and white handkerchief. He
counted out the required coin with
great care, and then looked anxiously
about him as if his errand was not
yet accomplished. It was evidently
giving him some anxiety. Big Ben
Johnson towering over him asked if
there was anything else. He hesitated
a moment, shifting his hands in the
pockets of his thin coat, then said,
“Are you the Postmaster?” “Well, I
calculate I am. Was you looking for
some mail?”
The little fellow still hesitated,
looking up at the big man before him,
“It ain’t that Mister,” he said earnest
ly, then producing a letter from one
of the pockets where his hand had
been fumbling, “You see my little
sister, the baby, has her heart set on
Santa Claus finding us down here and

JEST ’FORE CHRISTMAS
Father calls me William, sister calls me Will,
Mother calls me Willie, but the fellers call me Bill!
Mighty glad I ain’t a girl—ruther be a boy,
Without them sashes, curls an’ things that’s worn by Fauntleroy!
Love to chank green apples an’ go swimmin’ in the lake—
Hate to take the castor-ile they give for bellyache!
’Most all the time, the whole year round, there ain’t no flies on me,
But jest ’fore Christmas, I’m as good as I kin be!

Got a yeller dog named Sport, sick him on the cat;
First thing she knows she doesn’t know where she is at!
Got a clipper sled, an’ when us kids go out to slide,
’Long comes the grocery cart, an’ we all hook a ride!
But sometimes when grocery man is worrited an’ cross,
He reaches at us with his whip, an’ larrups up his hoss,
An’ then I laff an’ holler, “Oh, ye never teched ME!”
But jest ’fore Christmas I’m as good as I kin be!
Gran’ma says she hopes that when I get to be a man,
I’ll be a missionary like her oldest brother Dan,
As was et up by the cannibuls that lives in Ceylon’s Isle,
Where every prospect pleases and only man is vile!
But Gran’ma says she has never seen a Wild West show,
Nor read the life of Daniel Boon, or else I guess she’d know
That Buff’lo Bill an’ cowboys is good enough for me!
Excep’ jest ’fore Christmas, when I’m as good as I can be!

And then old Sport he hangs around, so solemnlike an’ still,
His eyes they seem a-sayin’: “What’s the matter little Bill?”
The old cat sneaks down off her pearch an’ wonders what’s become
Of them two enemies of hern that used to make things hum!
But I am so perlite an’ tend so earnestly to biz,
That mother says to father: “How improved our Willie is!”
But father, havin’ been a boy hisself, suspicions me
When, jest ’fore Christmas, I’m as good as I kin be!
For Christmas, with its lots an’ lots of candies, cakes, an’ toys,
Was made, they say, for proper kids an’ not for naughty boys;
So wash yer face an’ bresh yer hair, an’ mind yer P’s and Q’s,
An’ don’t bust out yer pantaloons, an’ don’t wear out yer shoes;
Say “Yessum” to the ladies, and “Yessur” to the men,
An’ when they’s company, don’t pass yer plate for pie again;
But, thinkin’ of the things yer’d like to see upon that tree,
Jest ’fore Christmas be as good as yer kin be!
—Eugene Field.
I had to write this letter to him for
her. I know there ain’t any Santa
Claus,” he explained manfully, “but
my little sister thinks that there is
and I promised her that I’d mail this
letter to him. I got to do something
with it. I can’t tell her I didn’t mail
it. I don’t know what to do with it,”
he finished, looking into the blank and
helpless face of the big Postmaster.
“You let me have that letter, I’ll see
that Santa Claus gets it.” Old Bill
had started up from the group about
the stove in the silence that had fallen
upon the store as the lad finished
stating his problem. The astonished
onlookers saw him hold out his hand
and receive it from the doubtful hand
of the little lad. “Thank you so
much,” he said and was gone, tuging
his purchases under his arms.
Bill stood in the middle of the floor
where the boy had left him, looking at
the letter in his hand. “What are you
going to do with it?” somebody broke

the silence. “I think I’ll read it first,"
he said, fumbling to free it from its
envelope. A strange silence had fallen’
upon the men on the nail-kegs and upturned boxes about the stove. They
were made of the hard stuff of their
Puritan ancestors. They worked hard,
paid their just debts, and knew that'
they were righteous. The softer
emotions of life had little place in
their scheme of things. Christmas
was little accounted among them.
There was something about Bill’s tak
ing that letter and giving his promise
to see that it reached Santa Claus that
struck deep into them. A new thing
was in the air.
Bill looked up from his letter read
ing, looked square at them as they,
regarded him from their boxes. “I
guess I got to answer that letter my-,
self,” he said, half to himself, half to,
them. “What does it say any way?”

No joy is comparable to that which comes from doing your job well.

(Continued on Page 11)
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HERE AND THERE
J. B. Laws is cutting wood in the
vicinity of Shirley.
A magazine of contact between
THE MANAGEMENT AND THE MEN
of the
SpruceWood Department Great Northern Paper Company

Edited and Published by the
SOCIAL SERVICE DIVISION

Montford S. Hill, Superintendent
Oscar S. Smith, Aime J. Toussaint and Ralph A. Mills, Associates
on the week of the fifteenth of each month.

Supt. J. L. Clark is now also doing
the clerking at the Rice Farm.
Carl Kelley is clerking at the
Spruce Wood office at Millinocket and
also at Norcross.

Oscar Smith has been suffering
with a severe attack of the grippe
within the last two weeks.

Gratis to the fortunate within the pale—gratis to the unfortunate without the pale.

* * *

All employees are asked to co-operate with news items, personals, photographs,
suggestions, anything that will please and not offend.
Address all communications direct
to Montford S. Hill, Superintendent, room 607, 6 State St., Bangor, Maine. Copy must
be in by the tenth of the month.

Mr. Harkness has a small crew at
Harvey’s Siding shipping machinery
to Greenville Shop.

From the Press of the Furbush Printing Company, 108 Exchange St., Bangor, Me.

At a recent visit to the Madison mill
we found things apparently running
finely and the officials courteous and
obliging. In a short time a write-up
with cuts of the new power plant and
attending improvements will be run in
our columns.

Editorial
FRIENDSHIP
In a very general sense the world
is made up of two great realities.
Let us for a moment consider the first
—the material. It may be said that
we know this reality by the powers of
sense; for instance the sense of sight.
The material is very near to us. We
are a part of it. We live in it. This
physical realm is adorned with beauty.
It is filled with grandeur. It is tinted
with matchless colorings. It holds the
picturesque. Words fail us in an at
tempt to describe, adequately, a sun
rise and equally a sunset. Who can
verbally or in written language lay
bare a tranquil moon or a star be
decked firmament? What mystery in
slumbering nature in winter time!
What meaning in an awakening
nature in springtime! Roam where
we will in this material sphere and
behold the glory, the beauty, the
mystery, the meaning!
And there is yet the other great
world reality—the immaterial. This
is known to us by different powers
than the material, and perchance, by
different processes; but well known to
us, however. In this realm are the
vast ranges and operations of mind.
Here are the moral fibers which give
strength to life and assurance to so
ciety. Here are the riches of spiritual
values. These are not measured by
the yardstick; they are not weighed in
balances; they are not computed by
material standards; though we may
refer to them in figures borrowed
from the physical.
Yes, we may well in our thinking
separate the material from the im
material—separate in our thought
matter from mind. But so long as
the constitution of things is what it
is and so long as man’s life is what
it is, so long shall we have to recog
nize and accept a practical co
mingling of these two great realities
within us and about us. It is not
our purpose to here attempt any

subtle discussion or any metaphysical
dissertation. It is rather our pur
pose to here call attention to these
realities and to point out somewhat
their relation and power to human
living.
The Christmas season as modernally observed is a gleeful giving of
physical things. It is a display of glad
generosity in material realities, rang
ing in money value from the little to
the much. Watch the crowd on the
street with arms filled with things.
Note the express trucks and trains
burdened with physical facts being
conveyed from giver to recipient. But,
pray, what of all this! Is there not
any meaning in it save so much ma
terial mass? Ah, indeed, there is
meaning flowing from immaterial
sources! There is large immaterial
force and fact. The parent lovingly
bestows the gift upon the child. The
old school friend or college chum or
business associate thoughtfully places
his remembrance with the other. Is
there nothing here but merely the
physical? By no means. The deep
est truth about it all is bedded in the
immaterial. The best and most sacred
truth concerning it is that something
which envelopes and supersedes the
physical gift. It is not material, and
we repeat it is not measured with
the yardstick nor weighed in the
balances. It may be most difficult to
define but it is supremely real. It
may, as we have hinted, go hand in
hand with a physical gift; or it may,
as in thousands of cases, be absolutely
divorced from any physical thing. In
a very important sense it lives and
thrives without a material associate.
In this fact is found the secret why
it is not dependent in both its quantity
and quality upon a financial measure
ment. This something of which we
now speak, we call for the want of a
better and more embracing name,
Frienship.

“Friendship, mysterious cement
of the soul,
Sweetner of life, and solder of
society.”

Mr. and Mrs. Charles Glaster ex
pect to sail from New York on
January 3 next for the Panama Canel
and from thence around the Pacific
Coast.
Their many friends wish
them a successful and pleasant trip.
Andy Faulker, who for several
years has been employed by the Com
pany in a clerical capacity has, dur
ing the summer and early fall, been
on the sick list, is now much improved
in health and is at present employed
by the Bangor and Aroostook Rail
road in telegraphic work.

On September 28th the office, store
house and blacksmith shop at Sandy
Stream Operation was consumed by
fire. There was no one there at the
time and cause of fire is unknown.
Mr. and Mrs. Andy Flower are
running the “Inn” at Oakland, Maine.
It’s reported that they are making a
very desirable hostelry of the “Inn.”

Mr. Arthur Simmons has a radio
and is furnishing me boys with some
nice concerts to help pass away the
winter evenings.
Mr. “Bud” Mooney is bereaved in
the death of his father, whose death
occured some few weeks ago.

Dan Flannagan, who was for a long
time stationed at the Rockwood office,
and who has done book work in the
Spruce Wood Dept. for many years
is now working in the Bangor Post
Office.

I say Lewie, “who shot the bear?”

Mr. A. L. Wright returned to Loon
Stream after a week down river.

Hold fast to your illusions; you need them to be happy.
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Dedication of the Community Church at Chesuncook
Some months ago—nearly a year—
Mrs. Addie Boynington, writing to
Mr. Gilbert, suggested a plan supple
menting the regular school work of
the village, giving to the children the
advantage of some natural history
study. She hinted the need of a
building for this purpose and involved
the idea of a better place for the
housing of the religious work of the
town. These suggestions were pre
sented to Mr. Schenck, who heartily
approved. Out of this developed the
purpose to build a church with such
interior arrangements as would be
suited to the needs of the community.
During the past season the Company
has built such a church. Mr. Max
Hilton was assigned to superintend
the work. Mr. Hilton deserves a good
deal of appreciation for the excellent
job which he has now completed. He
has produced a gem of a church build
ing and has wisely appointed the ar
rangement. Material was taken from
two different buildings for the pro

posed structure. It is located on the
gentle slope toward the lake, which
slope is one of the beauty features
of Chesuncook, and has in the plainly
visible, distant foreground the majesty
of old Katahdin.
Because of the denominational his
tory of Chesuncook in its religious
activities it seemed to be a very
natural and wise arrangement for the
Congregationalist denomination to as
sume the management and leadership
in connection with the new church.
It not only seemed natural and wise
thus to do, but it also seemed very
necessary for some reputable leader
ship to be provided in relation to the
new enterprise. This is always needed
in religious endeavor. In view of this
situation Rev. Charles Harbutt of
Portland, the Executive Secretary of
that denomination for the State of
Maine, was invited to take charge of

the dedicatory services, which were
held on Sunday, October 28. On the
preceding Saturday evening the Social
Service Division presented Judge B.
F. Cleaves, Executive Secretary of
the Associated Industries of Maine, to
speak. This Division also furnished
the musical talent for this Saturday
evening and also for the Sunday
services. This talent was composed
of a quartette as follows: Mr. and
Mrs. Ernest Hill, Mrs. Wilbur Park,
Mr. Myron Haskell, with Prof. J.
Francis MacNichol as accompanist.
Suffice it to say that the music was
of a high and very entertaining order.
Mr. Cleaves gave a very strong and
helpful address. Probably no man in
Maine is better acquainted with the
social and industrial conditions of the
State than is Judge Cleaves. Sunday
was a perfect and beautiful autumn
day. The morning service was given
to the formation of a church organiza
tion. Special mention should at this
time be made of the fact of “Uncle
Ans” Smith being one of the charter
members of this church. Mr. Smith
has lived in Chesuncook more than
thirty years and has spent his entire
life since his early boyhood in the
region of Chesuncook. The afternoon
service was the dedicatory proper,
Prof. Calvin Clark of the Bangor
Theological Seminary preaching the
sermon. Prof. Clark always speaks
and preaches superbly and this
occasion was no exception. Rev. Mr.
Vrooman of Greenville, who in past
months and years has generously
served the community as much as his
other duties would allow and who is
now for the present the pastor of the
church, spoke apropos several times
during the day as also did Mr. Har
butt. Brief remarks were also made
in the later part of the service by Mr.
Gilbert and by M. S. Hill.
Mr. and Mrs. Gilbert came Sunday
morning from the Grant Farm ac
companied by their guest, Mr. Frank
Barnjum. Mr. Bickford, Superinten
dent of Schools of Lewiston, accom
panied Judge Cleaves. A goodly
number from Greenville went up Sun
day morning. The whole exercises
were appropriately and reverently
carried out. May this institution be
a lasting strength and blessing to this
remote, but intelligent, interesting
and loyal community.

“Do I understand that there will be
no dessert tonight?” demanded the
captain sternly as he entered the
officers’ mess kitchen.
“Yes.” replied the new and care
less private.
“Yes—what?” roared the captain.
“Yes—we have no bananas.”—
American Legion Weekly.

Sometimes any decision is better than no decision.

Page Nine

A few days ago we received a letter
from Mr. F. G. Miller, Dean of the
University of Idaho, who wrote in
part as follows: “At the recent ses
sions of the Pacific Logging Congress
held at Spokane, there were exhibited
some films showing operations of the
Great Northern Paper Co. These films
were exceedingly interesting and in
structive and I am writing to know
whether it would be possible to secure
them to show at the University of
Idaho, more particularly to the
students in forestry.” Mr. Miller also
wished to secure the films to be shown
generally in that section of country in
forestry schools, especially mention
ing California, Washington, Oregon,
Montana as well as Idaho. The films
will be shipped in a short time.
She—Do you remember when you
were first struck by my beauty?
He—I think so. Wasn’t it at the
masked ball?—2V. C. Boll Weevil.

Little Miss Levern Lothrop, of
Monticello. She is the only child of
Mr. and Mrs. Ronald Lothrop. Mr.
Lothrop is clerking the Stacyville
Operation.
“Colonel, do you remember the
time you proposed to me and I re
fused you?”
“Madam, it is one moment in my
life that I remember with the great
est pleasure.”—Detroit Free Press.

Hub—I’m afraid not, dear; but I
hope I can arrange things very short
ly so that we can get one.—Boston
Transcript.
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“Uncle Ans” with His Cake

A surprise party was given “Uncle
Ans” on October 22, it being his 71st
birthday. A birthday cake was made
for the occasion by his niece, Mrs.
Hall. He was presented with a fine
sweater by his nieces and nephews.
Cake and ice cream were served.
“Uncle Ans” insisted that a picture
of the cake be taken; so in the above
cut he and the cake appear.

CHESUNCOOK
Max Hilton was a business caller
in town November 8.
Dr. David C. Smith returned to his
home in Beverly, Mass., November 3
from a two weeks’ visit with his
brother, “Uncle Ans” of Chesuncook.
Mr. Edward H. LeFrance and Mr.
Alfred W. Desney, both of Beverly
accompanied Mr. Smith. They all re
turned with their full quota of deer.

The Northern

NATURAL HISTORY WORK

LIFE’S BRIEF JOURNEY

The current issue of the Review of
Reviews in its editorial pages calls
attention to a donation lately made
by Mr. John D. Rockefeller, Jr., to the
Zoological Society of New York. This
is a bequest of $1,000,000. This So
ciety conducts the Zoological Park in
New York City where, it is said
3,000,000 people visit each year.
Such a gift for such a work should
receive notice and much appreciation
by the American people. In this con
nection we are making announcement
that Prof. E. F. Hitchings of Orono
will give talks during the present sea
son from time to time at our points
on insect, bird and animal life of
Maine, giving especial emphasis to
those that have bearing on forestry
We have with Prof.
conditions.
Hitchings taken considerable pains to
secure some fine and applicable
lantern slides for this work. Mr.
Hitchings will visit our territory the
first week in December. Judge Cleaves
of the Associated Industries will also
be with us that week and will address
the meetings.

Tis a little journey—
This we walk;
Hardly time for murmurs—
Time for talk;
Yes we learn to quarrel,
And to hate.
Afterwards regret it,
When too late.
Now and then tis sunshine,
Sometimes dark;
Sometimes care and sorrow
Leave their mark.
Often there is laughter—
Often tears;
Sometime there are losses,
Felt for years.
Yet we walk the pathway,
Side by side,
Where so many others
Lived and died.
We can see moral—
Understand;
Yet we walk not always
Hand in hand.
Why must there be friction
And regret;
Words and deeds we after
Would forget?
Why must there be hatred,
Greed and strife?
Do we need such a shadow
Here in life.
Tis a little journey—
Soon gone by,
Let’s be friends together
E’re we die!
L. P. M.
Rockwood, Maine.

Briggs—I’ve got a splendid story
to tell at the club dinner tonight.
Griggs—Which one is it?—Detroit
Free Press.
DEMOCRACY
Democracy cannot live on bread
alone. It is not enough that one shall
be able to earn a living, or a good
living. This is the foundation but
not the structure. What is needed
is to have life more abundantly.—
Charles E. Hughes.

“Oh,pa, why won’t you give me a
nickel today?”
“I don’t want to.”
“Go on, give me a nickel now and
the next time you want to you won’t
have to.”—Life.

In one of the November magazines
which has come to our desk is a state
ment of the importance of the cow in
modern civilization. The writer con
tinues in the article referred to with
a discussion of this importance. In
connection with this matter we are

presenting a cut of the much prized
and valued cow which the Company
has had at the Ten Mile. A few
weeks ago this cow died much to the
regret of all the patrons of the Ten
Mile house.

The streams and ponds tributary to
Chesuncook Lake are freezing. Sat
urday morning, November 10, the
head of the lake was frozen over, but
was broken up later by a strong
southerly wind.
Mr. Angus Miller and Mr. William
Henderson are guiding with the Hatch
party at Deer Pond.

LOST—Black memorandum book
somewhere in Grant Farm District.
If found, please mail to me at Grant
Farm. L. G. White.

He—Did you call me a liar?
She—No, but you’ll have to admit
that the partition between your imag
ination and your memory is slightly
cracked.—Stanford Chaparral.

Don't rely on good luck.
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CHRISTMAS AT THE SHACK
(Continued from Page 7)

demanded one of the men. Bill slow
ly read the little note.
“Dear Santa Claus’ was written in
a laborious, childish hand. And there
followed a child’s anxiety lest they
should all be overlooked in their new
home, so far from the place where
they lived last Christmas. In it all
was expressed the sublime faith that
Santa Claus would surely come if he
only knew where to find them. Brother
was writing for her to tell him where
they were. It closed with the infor
mation that Papa has gone away and
will never come back any more. Bill
replaced the letter in its envelope and
put it into the pocket of his old coat.
He told them, then of his visit to the
Shack in the afternoon of yesterday,
told them of the child’s question, of
the mother’s tears, and of her wanting
to find work to keep herself and chil
dren through the winter. He told them
also of the poverty of the Shack and
its unhabitable condition.
“I guess we got to do something
about that!” It was the man who
had seen the lad with the golden curls
that spoke. Bill turned upon him with
his accustomed belligerence. “We!” he
repeated. “This is my affair!” “Say,
now, I guess there is room for us all
in this Christmas.” Big Ben Johnson
had recovered from the stupor that
seemed to have fallen upon him under
the questioning of the lad about what
disposition could be made of the
letter.
After a moments hesitation, Bill re
lented. He took immediate command
of the situation. He ordered one to
deliver wood. Others were directed to
report in the morning to put the house
in habitable condition. Ben was al
ready making selection of some goods
from his shelves to be delivered before
closing time.
By supper time the Corner was in
terested in the tenants of the Shack.
The women folks recalled that they
had put. away useful articles of fur
nishings that could be used some yet.
Some thought of work that they could
get the little woman to do for them.
On the night before Christmas the
house was snug and warm. A world
of change had taken place in and
about the Shack. Kindly thoughtful
ness for the little family within had
come to replace the long standing
hostility between the folks at the
Corner and the dwellers at the Shack.
The little woman, deeply touched by
the attentions of people who she had
feared from childhood, had cried on
the breast of one of the motherly
women during the afternoon. A great
fear for her babies had been replaced
by the assurance that she should be
given a chance to provide for them.
Late on Christmas eve a half dozen
little stockings hung in a row around
the kitchen stove. All were sleeping

peacefully except the mother who had
been warned to be prepared. A step
sounded outside. A soft knock at the
door. A figure in a sheepskin lined
coat and fur cap thrust a huge basket
full of wrapped packages through the
door As it was quietly opened from
the inside. “A few things for the
kiddies,” said a whisper. The figure
was gone. Steps sounded down the
path.
On Christmas morning, Bill’s cap
and coat appeared again at the door
of the Shack. “A few things that
mother sent,” he explained as he de
posited a huge basket upon the kitchen
table. “Mother had more than we
can eat for Christmas dinner, so she
sent along a little to the kiddies.” The
legs of a big rooster were sticking
from the basket. The little girl of
the blue eyes and golden curls came
toward him, unafraid, holding up for
his inspection a wonderful doll.
“Santa Clause did find us,” she
triumphed. “I sent him a letter, he
got it I know. See what he left me.
It was too big to go in my stocking so
he left it right in this chair with my
name on it. Look,” she searched
frantically for a moment, “Here it is,
it says, To the little girl who makes
Christmas come to everybody!”
“Mamma says that is what it says!”
Bill stood for a moment comparing
the scene with that presented to him
upon his visit three days before. It
seemed to him that everything there
had changed—except the little kiddie’s
sublime faith that Santa Claus would
come!

SEBOOMOOK
A floating home is tied up to the
island opposite the wharf at Seboomook. The owner plans on freez
ing it into the ice this winter. Some
think that at the early freezing and
late thawing stages the dooryard
would be rather damp.
Dr. Walton of Frankfort and Mr.
Chase were at Seeboomook for about
ten days. Dr. Walton got his two
deer and Mr. Chase got one.
Some very fine cobbage were raised
at Seboomook farm, one weighed
24 1/2 pounds.

Mrs. Harry Hellyer of Rockwood
visited Mrs. Morris Hill at Seboomook
for a few days.
Mr. W. B. Twombly made a busi
ness trip to Bangor, Friday, Nov. 16.

Mr. Ralph James made a business
trip to the 10 Mile Swing, November
16th.

Your life is what you make it—if somebody doesn't butt in.
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PITTSTON
The new rain guage at Pittston
gives accurate rainfall measurements
for this locality, and is very interest
ing.
News of Pittston would not be com
plete without an account of the very
enjoyable party which Mr. Chas. F.
Cowdray of Fitchburg, Mass, gave to
the guests and employees of Pittston
Farm while he was hunting here. Mr.
Cowdray camped about a mile and
one-half above Pittston on the Lane
brook road, and kindly invited every
one to come and hear his radio. It
was a fine set and they picked up a
very fine concert. This supplemented
by cigars, candy and peanuts and the
company of the genial friends of Mr.
Cowdray, Ex-United States Marshal
J. S. P. H. Wilson, Deputy U. S.
Marshal Burton Smith, Dr. Frank
Gilbert and Charles Turgeon, made a
most enjoyable evening. Times like
these are all too few, and the dwellers
and workers in the woods at Pittston
thank Mr. Cowdray heartily.
AMPLE IDENTIFICATION
“But I don’t know you, madam,”
protested the paying teller to a
woman who had presented a check.
The woman merely gave him a
glassy smile and said: “Oh, yes, you
do. I don’t need anyone to identify
me. I’m the 'red-headed hen’ next
door to you, whose 'imps of boys’ are
always running across your garden.
When you started for town this morn
ing your wife said, 'Now, Henry, if
you want a dinner fit to eat this even
ing, you’ll have to leave me a little
money. I can’t keep this house on
Christian Science. You have to go in
the back way when the porch has been
scrubbed—’ ”
“Here is your money,” interrupted
the teller faintly.

STRENUOUS LIFE
The phrase “strenuous life” origin
ated with the late President Roose
velt. In a speech at the Hamilton
Club, Chicago, in 1899, he said: “I
wish to preach not the dectrine of
ignoble ease, but the doctrine of the
strenuous life, the life of toil and
effort, of labor and strife; to preach
that highest form of success which
comes, not to the man who desires
to make mere easy peace, but to the
man who does not shrink from
danger, from hardships or from bitter
toil, and who out of them wins the
splendid ultimate triumph.”

Sea Captain—There is no hope!
The ship is doomed! In an hour we
will all be dead!
Seasick Passenger—Thank Heaven!
—New York Sun and Globe.
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McVey,
Higgins,
Brown and
Comber of the Accounting Dept, spent
the holiday at Comber’s home, The
Forks.
E. E. Brown and I. W. Barker re
cently made a trip to Seboomook with
a party of friends.

W. I. Woodside has returned to
work after being laid up with a
sprained ankle. The boys are glad to
see you around again.
It surely seems good to see Ross
Bamford back at the office after being
absent since the first of July on ac
count of sickness.

J. B. Pratt, formerly of the Ac
counting Dept. has been promoted to
clerk of Greenville Shop to succeed
N. P. Arey, resigned, who has gone
into business for himself in Winterp
ort.

Two of the boys in the Bangor
office recently motored to Portland to
attend the teacher’s convention. Also
to bring two teachers of the fair sex
back to Bangor. Somewhere between
Portland and Bangor on their return
the car gave out. They were obliged
to leave their bus at a garage for re
pairs. The mechanic informed them
that it would be a day or so before
they could go on in their car.
What became of the teachers?

The Great Northern Employment
office recently hired a man for one of
their operations and the following is
the description shown on his contract.
Nationality...............American Indian
Age........................................... 92 years
Weight.. ............................... 220 pounds
Height............................ 5 ft. 11 inches
Color of hair.................................. Gray

A young Scotch recruit was put on
sentry-go outside the general’s tent.
In the morning the general rose,
looked out of his tent, and said in a
stern and loud voice: “Who are you?”
The young man turned smartly and
replied: “Fine, sir! Hoo’s yersel’?”
Fishing develops reticence. Two
friends had fished the same stream
for many years, yet their common in
terest had not developed garrulous
ness. They met one morning and
greeted each other thus: “Going?”
“Been.” “Any?” “Some!”
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A mistress nursed her maid through
a bad attack of measles and then sent
her away for a week’s holiday. On
her return the girl gave notice.
“What!” exclaimed the amazed mis
tress. “After I’ve nursed you through
your illness?” “That’s just it, mum,”
replied the girl; “mother’s particular
anxious that I should be with a lady,
and she says no lady would have
nursed a servant.”
The teacher was trying to give her
pupils an illustration of the word
“perseverance.” “What is it,” she
asked, “that carries a man along
rough roads and smooth roads, up
hills and down, through jungles and
swamps and raging torrents?” There
was a silence, and then Tommy, whose
father was a motor dealer, spoke up.
“Please, miss,” he said, “there ain’t
no such car.”

The four-year-old son of a doctor
had paid his first visit to Sunday
school, and on his return his mother
asked him what story the teacher had
told him. “It was about the Good
Samerican,” answered the boy. “This
Samerican found a man left by
robbers on the road. He had wounds
all over him. The Samerican poured
oil on them. Iodine would have been
better.”
Sir Thomas Lipton delights to tell
a story about his tea and a Scotch
man, who was traveling in East
Africa. The Scot wrote Lipton a letter
in which he said, “An ounce of your
tea is worth three beautiful wives
down in this country. Send me three
ounces.” Sir Thomas wrote back say
ing, “I have sent you a pound. Send
me a couple of samples at the ex
change rates.” “I never got an an
swer,” complains Sir Thomas, “but it
shows how popular my tea is in
Africa.”
After a ruthless process of rejec
tion there were five applicants for the
post of errand boy left for the head
of the firm himself to interview. It
was one of his flippant mornings, and
he sought to amuse himself by asking
the eager boys puzzling and quite
irrelevant questions to test their gen
eral knowledge. “How far away from
the earth is the North Star?” was the
question he fired at the third shinyfaced youngster. “I’m sorry I cannot
give you the exact figure off-hand
sir,” was the reply, “but on a rough
estimate I should say that it is far
enough away not to interfere with my
running errands.”

“Harry, dear!” exclaimed little Mrs.
Simpson to her husband. “I have
b-been d-dreadfully insulted!” “In
sulted!” “Insulted! By whom?” “B-by
your mother,” answered the young
wife, bursting into tears. “My mother,
Flora? Nonsense! She’s miles away!”
Flora dried her tears. “I’ll tell you
all about it,” she said. “A letter came
for you this morning ( addressed in
your mother’s writing, so I—I opened
it.” “Of course,” said Harry. “It—it
was written to you all through. Do
you understand?”
“I understand.
But where did the insult come in?”
“In the p-p-postscript,” cried the wife,
bursting into fresh floods of tears. “It
s-said, ‘D-dear Flora, d-don’t fail to
give this l-letter to Harry. I w-want
him to have it.’ ”
West Point and its traditions re
calls a story that is told of Gen. Sher
man when he was commanding gen
eral of the Army, after the Civil War.
With several other distinguished vis
itors, he made an inspection of the
West Point barracks. Finally he en
tered a room in one of the divisions
and the two cadets occupying it
sprang to attention. Sherman salut
ed, as is the custom, then drawled,
“any contraband in this room?” When
neither of the cadets replied, the gen
eral, with a smile on his face, stooped
down before the fireplace and, reach
ing up, removed a loose brick. Putting
in his hand he drew forth several
cigars. This was in the days when
no smoking was allowed. “Thought
so,” said the general. “I used to hide
’em there myself.” It was Sherman’s
old room.
The tax collector at Carmel-by-thesea declares he has the toughest job of
any tax collector in the country for a
town the size of his, giving as his
reason that there are so many artists
there. Here is the trouble, according
to the collector: “How much is that
painting worth?” he asked as he
stepped into an artist’s studio. “Ten
thousand dollars,” was the prompt re
sponse. “Thank you for being so hon
est. You see, I am the assessor.” “Ten
thousand dollars from the artistic
standpoint,” continued the artist with
out interruption. “Of course you
know, however, that a painting is
worth what the material cost. In
this case it would be $2 for the canvas
and about 60 cents for the paint.
Suppose, to be generous, we say you
assess it for $5.”

A little girl was watching some
men relaying a mosaic floor, and a
very fascinating game it seemed to
her. After two or three minutes one
of the men lifted a small piece of
stone that was not quite the right
size, placed it on a block, and began
to chip the edge. The small girl was
clearly flabbergasted at such a breach
of all the rules of the game. “Oh,
Mummy, look!” she wailed in a farcarrying whisper, “he’s cheating!”

If you have something to say people will listen.
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Dwyer Letter
No. 1
Note: This is the first of a series
of letters which we shall publish from
month to month. They are written by
Mr. James Francis Dwyer, a noted
writer and a traveler of wide ex
perience. Mr. Dwyer’s story, “The
Citizen,” appeared in the September
issue of The Northern. It is Mr.
Dwyer’s plan to write personal letters
of travel and experience to his im
mediate acquaintances. Mrs. Alice T.
Homer, who has visited Northern
points as a reader is one of Mr.
Dwyer’s friends to whom a set of
these letters are addressed. Mrs.
Homer very gladly loans this set to
us for publication.
My Dear Miss Homer:
I wonder if my Weekly Travel
Letters have ever come under your
notice? Could I tell you of what is,
I think, the most romantic business
in all the world? You may be in
terested.
In 1921 I advertised in a few
American magazines that I would
send a weekly travel letter of two
pages (something over 700 words)
with a view enclosed—each letter from
a different city, each carrying the date
stamp of the city and a wealth of
foreign stamps. I explained that I
had visited nearly every country in
the world, and that I was writer of
standing whose name was known to
the editors of every first class Ameri
can magazine.
I reasoned that people nowadays
wanted facts and I reasoned rightly.
Today I have the largest personal
correspondence list of any man in the
world. I send weekly letters to every
state in the Union, to Canada, to
Hawaii, to Australia, Ireland, Italy,
England, Scotland, Peru, Switzerland,
and many other places.
In the margin you will see the
places from which I sent out my
letters in 1922. I visited eight diff
erent countries.
I advistise no tourists companies,
no railroads, no hotels, no resorts, I
simply tell what I see, what I pay for
my meals, and rooms, what the people
think, what are the attractitons of
the place, what it seems like when
put under the American eye. I try
to throw up before the mind of my
subscribers a picture of the place so
that they can sit at home and see
what I saw!
Hundreds of my
“corresponding-friends” have written
me that I have succeeded.
I do not invariably pick the biggest
cities. In the list of towns on the
margin you will see Eze. Now Eze
is a village, but it is covered by a
shawl of romance woven through the
dead centuries! At Eze the Phoen
icians built an altar to the goddess

Isis years and years before the birth
of Christ! It is a place of wonder, a
place in which to dream! From the
village, perched on its great rock, you
can look over the Mediterranean Sea,
the sea of history, of color, of
witchery and splendor. * * * I
wrote a letter from Eze, and one
hundred of my subscribers wrote back
little notes of praise.
In Genoa, in the Vico Dritto di
Ponticello, there is the skeleton of a
little house that is dear to Americans.
There is an inscription on the front
wall that tells the passer-by that
Christopher Columbus was born in the
little house. * * * I walked for
days round the narrow, tortuous
streets where Christopher played as a
boy, and I wrote a letter about the
Casa di Christoforo Colombo to all
my subscribers. I sent each a photo
graph of the little house.
One year ago I went to Corsica.
Corsica is a new place to the tourist
and I wished to write of it to my
friends. In the Place Letitia at
Ajaccio I visited the Maison de
Napoleon. A strange old house filled
with a million memories. In the soft
hush of a February morning the
guardian led me to a little room and
pointed to a battered sofa in the
corner. “On that sofa Napoleon
Bonaparte was born, Monsieur,” he
said. * * * A rather thrilling
statement, don’t you think? * * *
I bought many hundreds of the photo
graphs which he had of the room. He
stamped them with his private stamp
reading: “In the Maison Napoleon at
Ajaccio.
You have read of Hannibal, of
course. Coming back from Spain
some months ago I stopped at Elne.
Now no tourist stop at Elne, yet Elne
is a remarkable place. Two hundred
years before the Christian era Hanni
bal, the great Carthaginian general,
camped outside the walls of Elne with
his army of foot soldiers, horsemen,
Amazons, and five score elephants!
* * * Those elephants were the
first that the people of Elne had ever
seen! I sat on the walls of the old
city and wondered what the kiddies of
Elne thought of those elephants.
* * * Yes Elne was chosen for a
letter. A man in Honolulu wrote me
back as follows: “I enclose another
ten dollars. Send the letters to Mrs.
-------- . She is an old friend of my
mother. Start on the Elephant letter
that came from Elne. It was the best
letter I have ever received.”
You may know Venice. * * * I
sent two letters out of Venice and
then I went slowly northward
through the Italian battlefield country
to Trieste. I wrote of that country,
and I tried to make a picture of it but
I feel certain that I failed. At least
I failed in my own eyes. * * * The
war in Italy was thrust in the back
ground by the hellish conflict on the
western front so I was amazed and
stupified to see the shattered houses
of Bassano, Castlefrano, Nervesa,

We all like to be “consulted”
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Palmanova, Monfalcone, Gorizia, and
a score of other places that were
barely mentioned in our papers.
* * * Broken walls, roofless houses,
piles of rusted barbed wire on the
hills.
But Venice was splendid! Also
Padua, Verona, Milan, Turin, Lake
Como, and other places. They made
me forget the barbed wire and the
roofless houses. One has to forget a
little.
I was in Paris in November, and
from Paris I went out to ChateauThierry where the boys of the U. S. A.
made headlines during during the
days of June, 1918. * * * I went
out on a Sunday (the Feast of All
Saints) and what do you think I
found taking place at ChateauThierry? * * * I had thought to
find a sad and mournful town, but I
ran into a Fair—a wild and joyous
Gingerbread Fair that had attracted
the people from every village within
twenty miles! There was clowns and
circuses, tombolas, shooting galleries,
skating, and what not. * * * The
crowd was milling up and down on
the Place de la Fountaine, and I had
much trouble in finding a dedication
stone that is in the centre of the
roadway near the bridge that the
Germans destroyed. The stone bears
a very thrilling inslription, at least
it was thrilling to me when I read it.
It ran:
“DEDICATION TO THE 3rd
DIVISION, U. S. A. August 9, 1919.”
* * * And the houses are still
pockmarked by the storm of fire that
the American gunners unloosed when
they raked the place for four days
and nights! * * * I sent one thou
sand letters from Chateau-Thierry to
America.
With all good wishes, I am,
Yours very sincerely,
James Francis Dwyer.

Norman P. Arey, Chief Clerk of
the Greenville Shop, was presented
with a very fine masonic ring and a
box of cigars by the shop men and his
office associates upon his retirement
October 31st, to show their apprecia
tion for his business-like manner and
the square deal he has given to all,
and with best wishes to his success in
his new venture.
“Good morning! I am here to tune
your piano.”
“My piano? I did not order a
piano tuner.”
“No, but the gentleman across the
way did.”—Fliegende Blatter.
“Why. don’t you try to make your
self one of the intellectual celebrities
of your time?”
“What’s the use?” answered the
bright but indolent young man; “the
firm whose patent food I have been
eating would come along and want
all the credit.”—Washington Star.
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The Basin Ponds Fire of August 9th

BASIN PONDS FIRE, AUGUST 9, 1923
Photo by Edward S. G. Smith, Biddeford, Me.

On the ninth of August a fire that
threatened to be one of the worst that
the Great Northern has ever had to
fight broke out at about one in the
morning and nearly destroyed the en
tire outfit at Basin Ponds, including
Mr. Fred Gilbert’s private camp. Only
the prompt discovery by Frank Craw
ford and a desperate fight by the few
men there saved the camps at the
pond.
One of these men was “Pat”
Whalen and he certainly put up a
man’s size fight.
Although by eight o’clock in the
forenoon the camps were out of im
mediate danger the fire was still of
serious proportions and a sudden shift
of the wind might have meant the
loss of the camps which contained
besides Great Northern material and
supplies, much food and other equip
ment belonging to the Appalachian
Mountain Club, whose August camp
was but a mile and a half away at
Chimney Pond. And right here is
where those campers came in. Two
of them, geologists by the way, mak
ing an early start on an investionational trip, were early on the scene
and gave their aid at once in combat
ing the flames, soon after all of the
younger men were on the fire line and
worked to hold the fire in check until
help arrived from Millinocket late in
the afternoon. The ladies of the
camping party also turned out and
would if permitted have taken hold
with a will. Such is the spirit of the
Appalachian Mountain Club. The
photographs reproduced herewith
were taken at the height of the fire,
and at close range by Edward S. C.
Smith of the Department of Geology,
Union College.

THE AMERICAN
BUSINESS MAN

free taxes and bonuses to get him to
locate. Committees wait on him and
make a great fuss over him.
“What happens after his business
is developed? The same community
and the same force begin their legis
lation and legislate away nearly every
bit of initiative in him. When other
countries would knight him, they act
as if they would like to indict him;
they hammer the stuffing out of him
and restrict him wth every manner of
legislation.
“We look to those who know but
little about business with more con
fidence than to him who has the prac
tical experience which established and
developed the small business to be
perhaps the greatest in the world. We
have more faith in the fellow who
knows the theoretical side than in the
man who has had thee practical ex
perience and has built the business.
What scoundrels are these business
man who has had the practical exfour get together to do business on a
large scale, they are indicted.
“Let him keep his initiative and I
am sure the farmer, laborer and
everybody else will be benefited.
FAMILIAR PLACES

“I have met the European business
man and labor leader, and I am satis
fied that the American business man
is the most efficient in the world,”
Secretary of Labor Davis is quoted in
Forbes Magazine. “He outdistances
all others in thought, action and
service. He will work 12 or 14 or 16
hours a day—never tires or retires
when he has a big job to do.
“When he is ready to start business
nearly every community wants his
factory or railroad. They offer him

(Anonymous)
Kind friends, have you heard of the town of
No-Good
On the banks of the River Slow,
Where the some-time-or-other scents the air,
And the soft Go-Easies grow?
It lies in the valley of What’s the Use,
In the province of Let ’er Slide ;
It’s the home of the reckless I Don’t Care,
Where the Give It Ups abide.

The town is as old as the human race,
And grows with the flight of years ;
It is wrapped in the fog of the idlers’ dreams,
Its streets are paved with discarded schemes,
And are sprinkled with useless tears.

BASIN PONDS FIRE, AUGUST 9, 1923
Photo by Edward S. C. Smith, Biddeford, Me.

May you live all the days of your life.—Swift.

Page Fifteen

The Northern

will act as Chairman and address
the people. Orations from H. M.
Lord, Editor of the Courier-Gazette,
always a firm friend to Union and
the G. V. R. R., C. M. Walker, Esq.,
Union born, but now of Rockland,
and M. A. Johnson, Esq., of the
same city. Music during the after
noon by R. G. Ingraham’s Or
chestra.
R. G. Ingrham’s Band will furnish
music during the day and evening.

BASIN PONDS FIRE, AUGUST 9, 1923
Photo by Edward S. C. Smith, Biddeford, Me.

WEDDING BELLS
Miss Carolyn M. Wilson of Cherry
field and Mr. George L. T. Tupper of
Brewer were united in marriage at
the home of the bride’s sister, 9
Waben St., Wellesley, Mass., at 8
o’clock p. m. October 20th, Rev. Wil
liam W. Sleeper of East Boston per
forming the ceremony. The single
ring was used. There were many
guests present. The profuse decora
tions were palms. Mr. and Mrs.
Tupper are residing at 25 Brimmer
St., Brewer, Maine. Mr. Tupper’s
Northern friends extend congratula
tions.
At the home of Mr. and Mrs. George
W. Wescott, 205 Esseex St., Bangor,
occured the wedding of Miss Geneva
Clair Burr, daughter of Mr. and Mrs.
Bert Burr, and Mr. Lester Benjamin
Sanders of Newton Centre, Mass. The
service was said by Rev. Ernest B.
Spurr of St. John’s Episcopal church.
The rooms were beautifully decorated
with a variety of flowers. A large
company was present both from the
immediate vicinity and from out of
the State. Mr. and Mrs. Sanders will
reside at 937 Centre St., Newton
Centre, Mass.

PROGRAMME

Arrival of the first train from Rock
land and way stations, about 9.30
A. M. Reception Committee meet
the visitors at the Depot.
Grand Parade of Fantastics, led by
R. G. Ingraham’s Big Brass Band
from Rockland.
About 11.00 A. M., a Free Ride to all
the people of Union over the G. V.
R. R. to Warren and return. Tickets
at the Depot.
The Burton House, under the manage
ment of Frank Thompson, one of
the popular hotel men of Maine, will
feed the hungry all day. The ladies
of the Methodist and Congrega
tional societies will furnish dinners
and suppers to all who wish.
About 2.30 P. M., in the Town Hall,
the Orators of the Day will hold
forth—B. Burton, Esq., Master of
Ceremonies. M. F. Hanley, Esq.,

SPECIAL TRAINS
The Georges Valley R. R. Co. will run
to all regular trains on the Knox
& Lincoln during the day, and have
a special to Rockland in the eve
ning. Fare from Rockland to Union
and return, $1.00; Warren and re
turn, 50 cents.
EVENING
Illuminations and Bonfires commence
at 5.30 P. M. Fireworks and Band
Music throughout the evening.
The occasion will be made one con
tinual round of amusement and
pleasure. We are prepared and
ready for a big crowd and cry wel
come to all.
The Committee, who will on this
occasion employ every means in
their power to make the day one of
pleasure and enjoyment, are: F. A.
Alden, E. H. Burkett, G. W. Fish,
J. M. Robbins, S. W. Jones, J. D.
Thurston, W. W. Marr and B.
Burton.

COME!

YOU’LL BE WELCOME!

If stormy, the celebration will be
postponed to the first fair day.
“Didn’t he once say he would never
speak to you again?”
“Yes; but he saw I had a cold, and
he couldn’t resist the temptation to
tell me of a sure cure.”—Boston
Journal.

The following programme was sent
to The Northern by Mr. Burton
Smith, U. S. Marshal, he being the
first person to ride over the road on
the date of the opening—riding from
Warren to Union on the engine. Hon.
Nelson Dingley was the speaker of
the day.
CITIZENS’ CELEBRATION
—AT THE—

OPENING
—OF THE—

GEORGES

VALLEY
UNION

RAILROAD,

COMMON

WEDNESDAY, NOVEMBER 16, ’93

BASIN PONDS FIRE, AUGUST 9, 1923
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The right man can make a good job out of any job.
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Collection of Land Surveyors Private Marks or Seals
Lore Alfred.......... ........ .......... 1846

J. A. Lobley

1890 Bangor, Maine

Daniel Barker............... .... . ... 1859

Caleb Leavitt.

1834

Charles Vernon Barker ..........1875

F. S. Lord

Noah Barker................. .......... 1860

Geo. Moulton

T. W. Baldwin

Andrew Mclliellan

H. W. Briggs

William Monroe

C. D. Bryant

Amaziah D. Murrav...... .......... 1880 The Forks,

S. T. Buzzell................. ..........1890

R. E. Mullaney............. ..........1908 Bangor,

T. B. Buzzell
Turner Buswell.................. 1875-1900
John H. Burleigh........... .......... 1900
1833
Zebulon Bradley...........
N. H.
Ed. W. Bateman
Eleazer Cobum.... ..... .......... 1820 Skowhegan, Maine
Elmer Crowley........... ...____ 1910 Greenville,
Walter Craig.________ .......... 1914 Greenville,
James Conners............... .......... 1910 Old Town,
Forrest H. Colby_ ___ ..........1910 Bingham,
Henry Crowell............... .......... 1914 Skowhegan,
Augustus M. Carter...... ......... 1870 Bethel,
Sewall Carter
.... . ...1900 Brownville,
Ezekiel L. Chase........... ......... 1900 Brownville,
Charles E. Cobb............... ........ 1900 Patten,
H. Dagget
Lucius P. Dudley........... ......... 1880 Kingfield,
William Dwellv, Jr................. 1848
Ira D. Eastman............. ......... 1899 Old Town,
F. J. Fiske
T. W. Furrier........................... 1891
P. P. Furber
William R. Flint..................... 1845
R. Gilman
W. R. Goodwin
C. R. Goodwin
Alex. Greenwood........... ......... 1812
Eben Greenleaf............. ........ 1816
Elmer E. Greenwood............ 1890 Skowhegan
Rufus Gilmore
E. 0. Grant
Patten,

A
■
>

N. H.

David Haynes........
1846
Park Holland
J. C. Hutchinson__
..1906
J. Herrick
Samuel Harrison
Clifton S. Humphreys. ....... 1900
John Holden.......................... 1900
W. H. Jenne

R. Kittredge
Joseph Kelsey.......... ...........

Bangor,

Madison,
Topsham,
South Paris,

1832

Brownville, Maine

Roy L. Marston............. ..........1910 Skowhegan,

McKechnie—also

Neal & McKechnie...... .......... 1814
E. McCort Macy........... .......... 1904

T, C. Norriss
J. C. Norris...........

........ 1820

L. A. Nason
R. M. Nason................... .......... 1891 Bangor,
Henry Nelson
Rumford.
John Neal...................... ..........1814
(also Neal & McKechnie)
44
William P. Oakes............... .. 1870 Foxcroft,
Louis Oakes.......................... ... 1900 Greenville,
William P. Parrot............... ...1840
Silas Peaslee........................ 1890 Upton,
John Pierce...... ................
1847 Solon,
John F. Phillipi.................... .1913 Bangor,
Joseph Patten
Edwin Rose.......................... 1834
H. G. Robinson.................... .1900
Joseph Sewall
James W. Sewall.................. ...1900 Old Town,
F. Snow
Isaac S. Small...................... .1836
J. H. Stuart.........
...1891
J. Smith Spaulding.............. ...1862
F. H. Sterling....................... .1906 Augusta,
George L. Smith.................. .1900 Augusta,
Boswell B. Tarbox
Moses M. Thompson........... 1890 Bingham,
Al S. Teer
N. H.
L. P. Thompson
William M. Viles.................. .1900 Flagstaff, Maine
Samuel Weston.................... 1811
0. A. Wadsworth
John C. West......................... 1900 Lisbon and N. H.
Joel Wellington
Unknown .............................. 1899
Unknown ..... . ...........
1896
Unknown ............
1871

a

Life is a game of catch-as-catch-can.

>

